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.I’m going to suggest something tity," I suggested.

She Nominates Me. you about it—something that I’d ap 
preciate from you, if our position 
were reversed. If you’re willing, Tl 
write a kind of brief of what I should 
submit to the editor were he to assigi 
me to a joy like this."

“Oh, if you will!" she exclaimed 
"You just have no idea. Mr. Kane 
how anxious 1 am to get this dont 
properly, and with your help I know 
it would be exactly right.”

“I’ll mail you the skeleton story thi. 
evening; you'll get it in the morning 
—then you’ll have time to tear it al 
to pieces, if you wish, and use what­
ever of the fragments you prefer.”

Another Storm Breaks.
The newspaper reached me ahead 

of her note of acknowledgment, am 
I saw she had not changed the stor) 
in any material degree.

The next time she called, a week 
later, she thanked me in person for 
the help I had given her.

“But what do you think the editor 
said when he read over my story?’ 
she asked. “He looked straight at 
me out of his old keen gray eyes am 
said ‘Mrs. C., you didn't write this 
story—not by yourself!’”

“What did you say?” I asked.
“I made a bluff. 1 said to him

UP FROM THE DEATH CELL
By JOHN W. KANE.

"I believe I’d like to write some­
thing about you, Mr. Kane." She 
spoke with apparent deep thought.

“Don't. I held up a finger in warn­
ing. “As a subject I’m old; and no 
doubt a great many of the people are 
tired of seeing my name in print.’

“I have the names of several others 
here whom I’d like to see." She 
passed me a list. I went to the 
deputy warden’s office, where the 
warden himself was then seated.

“That little woman in there is try­
ing to write some kind of story about 
the place and a few of the inmates," 
I explained to him, “and I dqn’t be­
lieve she knows anything much about 
writing. Here"—and I handed him 
the list—“are some of the men she 
wants to meet.”

He glanced at the names. “Well, 
it won’t hurt anything for her to talk 
with them, will it?" he asked.

"Certainly not,” was my answer. 
"But what if she should get some 
kind of tale tacked together that 
might give readers a wrong impres­
sion about the policy here."

“I hadn’t thought of that,” he re­
turned.

“There’s a way out. That is for 
me to write the article myself and 
have her name at the head of it as 
author. She’s wanting to get into
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a torture chamber, the tombs. They 
are obliterated.

added, with an amusing little grim­
ace. “You, being old at the game of 
writing, must think that I’m a deuce 
of a reporter."

“How long have you been at it?" I, 
asked.

"Just a day or two," she laughed. 
"You see, I have had a few little 
verses published from time to time, 
but this is my first—” She hesitated, 
and I knew she was trying to think 
of the proper word.

I Give Her the Word.
"Your first assignment?” I supplied.
"That’s it," she agreed laughingly. 

"Why couldn’t I think of the word! 
At newspaper talk I'm like my sister 
when she tries to talk baseball."

“As a matter of fact," I informed 
her, “I’m no newspaperman. If tnis 
is your first assignment, you’re just 
one ahead of me."

"In a way it’s a lot of fun, but I’ll 
just bet they won't print a half dozen 
words of what I write," she said.

"Well, what are you going to 
write?” I asked, perhaps showing my 
amusement.

"I have no more idea than you do, 
maybe not so much."

“What did he tell you to write?"
"Well"—and she cleared her throat 

and tried to look very serious—"he 
simply told me to come out here and 
see if I could find a story of any kind 
—that's the way he put it—said for 
me to try to meet some of the men 
who have mothers or children or 
wives in the outside world, and to 
write something about the pathetic 
side of their lives."

"Who told you to see me?" I asked 
her.

"Bert Oldham, who used to work 
here. When I told him and Mrs. Old- 
ham that I was to come—I went to 
him to find out how to act when I got 
here—he said for me to inquire for 
you and that you would know ex­
actly how to advise me."

"Bert might over-estimate my abil-
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THE ODDS?

biribdal-
‘Why do you think that?’ And he 
answered: ‘I don't think anything 
about it—I know it."

“Then what?”
"Well," she answered me. “I con­

fessed in a kind of weak and far- 
away voice. 'I did have a bit of help. 
But he printed the story anyway

My own part in that story sup­
posedly written by her was not en­
tirely to my conscientious liking, but 
I wanted to help her and to explain 
the new policy at the prison.

That new policy, however, was sub­
jected to some terrible assaults dur­
ing the second year of its operation, 
1918. I got by without being singled 
out. for while my name was men­
tioned several times, it was merely 
as one of those who were, according 
to the opposition, being specially cod­
dled and made over by the new prison 
administration. To this day it is a 
mystery to me why the warden was 
not attacked on the ground that he 
had one in my position doing his 
private work. Perhaps they never 
found it out: but if not. I cannot un­
derstand why. There was lots of talk 
of several escapes from the prison 
grounds and the road camps.

The Warden Stands Pat.
The warden himself took their fire 

without flinching. He went about his 
work, the main part of which was 
the constructing of state roads by the 
prisoners and the reconstructing of 
those prisoners themselves. Whereas 
under the old order of things men 
when released from prison would be 
unfit for work, after a season out in 
the open air and sunshine under the 
new .hey would be ready for doing a 
full day's work equal to that of any 
other man. The warden made it a 
point to see personally that every 
released man secured employment be­
fore he left the prison, and he also 
had them keep in touch with him by 
letter after they had gone.

I myself kept those letters filed 
away. And among them were also 
scores of letters from the mothers, 
sisters, wives or other relatives of 
released prisoners, who, due to the 

!warden's help in securing transporta- 
tion for them, had gone to their homes 
Iin distant parts of the country and 
were there making good.

If the head of the institution was 
not greatly disturbed by attacks he 
was different from some of us pris­
oners. For my part I was kept in a 
state of half terror lest the pressure 
would get so strong that an order 

|would come from the capitol for the 
discontinuance of our sleeping out­
side the walls.

And one day that very order was 
sent down. I thought, it would kill 
me to go back inside, and it was in 
reality much harder than entering 
the prison under the death sentence. 
My work on the outside continued 
though, and because of late hours out 
there I began to go to my room oc­
casionally rather than to go inside to 
sleep—and soon 1 was staying out 
again all the time.

I Apply For Parole.
One particular effect of that criti­

cism was to make the warden's office 
redouble its efforts to recapture pris­
oners who had escaped. And the ef­
forts were effective to the extent that 
before the end of 1918 all but two or 
three had been found in different 
parts of the country and returned to 
the prison.

With the coming of the last month 
of that year, I laid before the state 
board of pardons my application for 
a release upon parole or otherwise. 

,My "fifteen years’ actual time in the 
state prison" was not to be completed 
for a few months, yet I hoped the 
board would set a date ahead for my 
release.

The pardon board met at the state 
prison in a specially prepared room 
next to the warden’s office. That 
month’s meeting came on Saturday, 
Dec. 21. It was an all-day session, 
and my case was called in the after­
noon, then it was laid over until a 
few other minor cases were dis­
posed of.

At 5:50 p.m.—I looked at my watch 
—I was called into the boardroom. 
The feeling as I entered that room 
was precisely the same as the one I 
had known almost fifteen years be­
fore, when I saw that jury filing into 
the courtroom. And as I seated my­
self in a chair at one end of the long 
table around which the seven mem­
bers of the pardon board were then 
sitting. I questioned mentally: "Can 
it be possible that I am actually at 
the end of my imprisonment at last?"
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CHAPTER XLII.
It goes without saying that I found 

little time for writing anything for 
publication. In an indirect way I 
managed to get a few of my own 
thoughts published, but they were 
not under my own name. That in­
direct way was a result of the call­
ing of a few newspaper people— 
mostly beginners who wanted un­
usual coloring—at the prison.

One case that comes to mind was 
that of a young woman, a very 
youthful-looking little widow, who 
called on a summer afternoon. I was 
out under a tree reading a magazine 
when one of the other men called to 
me that I was wanted in the warden’s 
office.

"Mrs. C. here,” said the warden, "is 
a reporter. She wants to ask some 
questions, and it seems that a friend 
of yours down town suggested that 
she talk with you. So, then, Mrs. C.," 
lie turned to her as he arose, “I'm go­
ing to have Mr. Kane tell you all 

about it. if you’ll excuse me—and I'll 
leave you now."

"What a splendid man he is!" she 
remarked, as the door closed behind 

him. And then turning to me, she

print with the story, and perhaps she 
needs a few dollars—I feel sure that 
I can work it."

He chuckled. "If she sees fit to have 
you help her with the story, and if 
you write just the truth, in fairness 
to all, why, go to it."

I Help a Bit.
Then the warden had the men 

whom she wished to interview called 
out. To each one I explained what 
was wanted, and with her secured 
from them some data concerning 
their home ties and their cases in 
general. Then, after the last man 
had left the office, I began angling 
for her to ask me to help farther with 
the story.

“What’s to be the title of your 
story, Mrs. C.?" I asked her.

"It will have to have a title, won't 
it? I hadn't thought of that.”

"How would ‘Lights and Shadows 
of Prison Life’ do?"

“That's the very thing!" she fold 
me exuberantly. "Now, why couldn't 
I have thought of that as quickly?"

“You might think of something 
better than that later on. And now
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P EE, George, I bet my dad will 
U get me a C.C.M., too, I 

studied hard all year, and I. passed 
my exams, well. I think I deserve 
a bike, don’t you?”

"I hope you get it, Eddie. Then 
you can join the rest of us fellows 
in our runs out into the country 
and our picnics.
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“I’m taking 
vacation, too. 
country roads

mine away on my 
There are lots of 
to ride along and 
to explore, somedandy woods

streams to fish in and other things
to see, all within easy riding dis­
tance.

“Mother says it will be so handy 
to have a bike around. There’s 
always the mail to go for and other 
errands to run.”

“Well, George, I’m going to get 
my dad to go with me to the 
C.C.M. dealer’s and see the new 
models—especially that dandy 
Curved Bar Sport Model and the 
other one a boy won’t outgrow.1*

“Don’t forget to tell him, Eddie, 
that C.C.M. Bicycles are away down 
in price. $15 to $20 less than the 
war prices. Also that they’re made 
of English Seamless Tubing and 
equipped with the C.C.M. Triplex

Hanger, Gibson Pedals and the 
Hercules Coaster Brake without 
extra charge.

“If he says he’s short of cash, 4 
Eddie, tell him he only needs to 
pay a few dollars down, and the 
rest in small weekly or monthly 
payments.”

“And I’ll offer to help pay the 
balance, George. There are lots of 
jobs for a boy with a bicycle during 
the summer holidays, delivering 
small parcels, running messages, 
and doing other things. It will be 
good experience and heaps of fun, 
too.”

“Well, ‘so long,’ Eddie. Go to it 
and get that C.C.M. Bicycle.”
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